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everyone in it, were moving about, snapping at
one another, yawning, lying down to sleep, climb-
ing the stairs, gnawing bones, scratching for fleas,
The two children sat close together beside the
fire,

* I know.    You're French/ Judith said.

He spoke without an accent, as though he
were English. He gave her, rather reluctantly,
some raisins. The truth is, she took them.

*  I was born in London/ he told her.

* Oh, I want to see London!'

*  Is your hair in truth that fine colour? * he
asked, pulling it*

She slapped his face, not lightly but with
genuine feeling. He got up, his eyes blazing.
He stood there, his sturdy little body trembling
with anger. It seemed that he would kill her.
But he thought better of it. His hand to his
cheek he sat down again.

* Because you are a girl I won't hurt you/
he said*

* Hurt mel'    She was indignantly scornful,
* No one can hurt me!'    Then she went on: * I
was whipped this noon/

They were friends again. She, taking more
of his raisins, asked him how it was if he were
French he had never been in France.

* My papa and my mama are French born/ he
told her*

She asked him his name*

* Georges/

And his other name,

* Georges Paris/